MY LOSS

Dray after day while ot my window sitting,
1 ser thie chitidoon e thelr piny near by,

Take butterfiies ln sgmtnes o des nmfng.
Thty hivwer ronmd bvneath my wato BTl o e,

v fuslied and merry fnces,
my aneworing sunile,
And templ becdr oot allaring graces

o put sad thoughits away while they b
ruile

Blonde hair and Lrown in soft confuesion
bedemaedinage,
Binek vyes amd Hue apturned to meet oy
Wy
Bliwmess D[y wliize mod plak thelr eontrast lond
inag
To mdid perw ety o the "wildering maxe.

But when they
Mlaying,
Stead slowly bomeward through the sunset
Fazhat,
Mo-nmﬁ mowd bl X Tarvond Ihe dark years,
sirwying
Ao thie dis = of vore that seom s bright.

ope by one, tiesd out with

1 rarn my ewd, o radinnt, golden splendor
Shin= fro the west aoross the prletuned
wall, o
And ghorition a faco divinely tender,
With brones Urown hase waved roond it, (sl
on fall

With violot etes
s,
Thuk ulllnl crov <auiling in spite of gried and
n,
With n. vesi] Thpee, thie sonl of love's complote.
i
Bearen® condd 1 har press Lthem ones
ngnin.

wiasotne in thedr sweet

Al

En ovieds 1 wabel ned walt, she will come only

Wlien nlghit ha ast her spell on ses and

shante |

Thon whets 1 sloop and dreman, ne Jowgor
lourly,

She. eomes o feod my hungry heat onee
e,

T then and onty then that 1 behold her;
Her dear yoloe flosts wround me soft and

st s long ag,
Ruston Tromeeript.

-

0N THE TIDE ROCK.

They eall me * Dot My real name
is Dorothea, bat that being such a mouth-
ful, 1 sm genernlly known as Dot 1
am the youngest of three, and having
had my own way from my eradle, it was
not refussd me last November when my
sigtier amd ber hosband  offered 1o take
me abroad with then for the winter
months

They had not long  come from India,
and, being sensible people, and detest-
ing our changeshile elimmie, and like-
wise boing in mortal terror of their lives,
had decided on bidding adien to the
English eoast until such time as the sun
should condesornd o shine there once
e,

1 only then, my wrms enfold ber, |

As far as T am concerned 1am always |

vendy for n change and excitement of
any  description: =0 when dear old
soduck,”  my  brotherin-law,  said,
s Came, Dot, pack ap vonr traps and
join us,"" I was nothing loth, and the last
wook in November tound us comfort-
ably installend in the Hotel Angletorre,
at Biarritz, with the glorions sun pour-
ingr in at our wind
of blae sens dashing
below.

| have heard some  people say there
is nothing tosee st Biarrite,  Ah, blind
and miserable ereatures! Where are
your senses—where your eyes?  Did
yvou ever look elsewhere upon sach a
apn —such rocks?  Have you stood by
the Rocher de la Vierge and heard the
magnifivent boom of the waves as they
came plunging into that cavern near,
and, being repulsed, dash indignantly
fifty fect above it.

But 1 am getting romuntic, and that
is not my sivle—not mine, certainly—
little = Dot’s.”  No, indeed, the kdea
makes me die with laughing.

My sister Geraldine (or *Jerry,” as
I porsist in calling  her, which makes
her very mad) goes in for being delicate,
s Jack and 1 used to take long
and rides together: he is a dear,
old fellow, amd we are treme
friends: but, somchow, notwithstand-
ing, after I had been a couple of weeks
or so at Biarritz 1 began to feel the time
hang a little heavily on my hands.

'I'ﬁn- fact was (I acknowledge my
woakness), there were no men wo
speaking 10 now, but a collection of the
lame, halt and blind, whom [ believe
usuaily frequent these places, and make
life & burden to one by perpetually re-
counting their several ills, ailments, ete,
Preserve me from thom all!

Well, as I suid before, it was getting
a little slow for poor me, and [ was be-
ginning to wish I had not left dear old
much-abused Englaml, when 1 had an
wdventure.
amusement, 1 wonld sometimes take a

about on the rocks

book and saunter down upon the rocks, | agreeable months st Bia

there remaining for hours at a time.

ows, and the bluest |

|

climb and scramble splendidly, much to
the annoyance of Geraldine, who de-
clares that 1 get as brown as a borry,
and my hands are not fit o be =een.
However that mav be true, seramble
do, and one auspicious day (never to be
forgotten) 1 got a good way out m“""f:
same dear ol cr:'l}'ﬂy bits of roek, and,
finding a =nug little corner in which 1
just fitted, 1 sertled myself down easily

began to read. The book I had
chesen wns a real sensation novel, and
I read on engrossed, utterly regardless
of time and tide. Suddenly, however,
the pangs of hunger scized me (1 may
wdd my appetite never fails me), and,

ing st my ministare watoh, I dis-
covered it was long past luncheon time.
Alns, Miss Broughton! what have you
to answer for?

1 seized my shawl and eeded to
make my way back with expedition,
when Io! 1o my intense dismay 1 per-
celvedd that the tide had risen and en-
tirely divided the rock upon which 1
was standing from the shore.  Still
worse, the horrid waves were creeping
nearer and nearer, and not o soul conld
I see to help me in my distress.  Imag-
ine my fechings—me, poor little misera-
ble *Dot,” alone in the middle of the
OCean.

1 shouted, but the noise of the waves
drowned my feeble cries, like they must
soon drown me. O, would any one be
sorry? {), why had | ever ocome to this
bateful Biarmitz, w0 be drowned all
alone like this? I wonder would they
put it in the papers?

All these thonghts erowded upon me
as the waves approached, and [ had be-
gun to lose all hope, when, oh joy! 1
saw a figure in the distance. Unce
again I shouted and waved my shawl
vehemently. The ﬁgum stopped, wait-
ed one instant, and then 1 could see it
phunge into the water and approach me
gradually, O, the intense relief of that
moment !

By the time the figure (which was
that of 0 man) reached me [ wis near-
Iy surroumnded by water, and five min-'
utes more wmﬂlf have decided my fate.
Before that five minutes passed 1 was |
caught by a pair of strong arms, and
wis h-.-inﬁ supported throongh the water
safely and surely to the beach, where
soon afterward 1 was deposited, a drip- |
ping, blue little “Dol™ feeling very |
much smaller than usual. |

My deliverer 1 had scarcely looked
at; I only felt that he was big and
strong, and that 1 was like o doll in his |
aris !

Notwithstanding my remonstrances, |
he persisted in carrying me on tw the
hotel, at the entrance to which e gent- |
Iy put me down. 1 turned and gave
him my two little blue hands, with
what few expressions of thanks I could |
muster. He took them (the hands, T
mean) in his warm, big brown ones, |
and said in a deep, swoet voice:

s How thenkful 1 am that T wasin | 8

A

time! few minntes later, and
then—"

1 shuddered ; hoe left the sentence un- |
finished, and was taking his leave, |
when [ murmured something about my |
sister and brother, and how pleased |
they would be if he would eall, but he
interrupted we with : !

« I should have been delighted, but '
nufortunately [ lesve Binmitz early to- !
mormw, "’ |

And so he left me—left me with o lit- |
tle pang at my heart, such as I had nev.
er felt before.

Was he handsome? Tknow not; I!

‘only know that a pair of dark brown '

walks | arms about me, those kind eyes looking

vinto mine!  How foolish I am! Igob- | | 3
ably the man's married—has .1_.:.&“' and o tite!
dozen children! Ope is pretty | harmi

Being hard put to it for

eyes had penetrated into my sonl—ves, |
me, stuphrlil;hs “Dot.”  How often af- |
ter that morning did I feel those !

certain; and that is, I never see
him again. = {

1 yave sister brother a slight
-ketﬁ; nlm{ha whole affsir, and Jnagk.
dear, good-hearted Juck, flies uhouat all |

7| * game for un
just returned

rival at our hotel of 2 most charming
familr, Colonel and Mrs. Pallisser and
their two danghters. The latter were
most accomplished girls, and exceod-
ingly graceful and pretiy: and before
many days Kathleen, the eldest,and my-
=elf formed an attachment which, con-
sidering how opposite we were in tem-
perament and slla-:;ummnn. was the more
surprising.

1 wish 1 eould give you an impression
of her beantiful face; she had that pecu-
liar tint of auburn hair which, combined
with suft brown eyes and a peach-like,
delieate =kin, wrives that Madonna-like
appearnace which one so rarely sees in
real life.

Semi pmplf. many I know, would
have stigmatized her as * that girl with
the earroty hair,” and said no more;
but I admired her as I loved her, and 1
trust our friendibip will be a lifelong
one.

She painted in oils, and I always ae-
eompanied her on her sketehing expe-
ditions, 1 sitting beside her with my
book, while she prodoced on heér ean-
vas sweet offects of ecolor, combined
with n truthfulness of outline remarka-
hle in a girl who had studied so little as
Kathleen.

Eventually,as our friendship increased
and ripened, I poured into her -nm! -
thetic ear the small romanes of my life,
and, as [ found she did not langh st me
or think me ridienlous, I frequently re-
ourred to the subjoct, and unconsciously
it became the center of my thoughts by
day and my dreams by night.

So the next three months glided
peacefully away, and the time came
that we shionld retarn home to England,
the Pallissers baing our traveiing com-
panions.

Jack had rented a song little place in
Herefordshire, called “The Grange,"
and there 1 was to stay with them for
a couple of weeks befure returning to
the parental roof. 1t was such a Pﬂm{

Jace, o rather old-fashioned red bric

wise, tucked in among the most Jux-
urivns foliage yon can imagine. The
ganden was simply delicions, redolent
with the perfume of roses and carna-
tions, and, indeed, fowers of every de-
seription, It was separated only Ly s
low railing from the grounds of our, or,
1 should say, rather. Juck's young
landlord, the *Squire of the place,

We arrived tired, dusty, and rather |

out of sorts, having had o wait two
hours at a junction where there was
nothing to do but to read the adver-
tisements on the walls of the station,

and [ think I conld imitate exactly the

expression on the face of the lion caught
in the net, and  the old nabob swallow-
ing pickles—having studied them both
for so long. Jack, according to his
usgual fushion, smoked away like ten
chimneys; and Geraldine—well, she, 1
think, only grumbled ; and when we did
ret home at last, the country looked so
deliciously green and fresh, and every
thing was so preity at the Grange that
wlenmu ruuo\l sered  ourselves, Mdlon the
followi day was spent in in
the le:gtfrﬁiory mclllé'??’ing ut;“rpm
opinions about every thing.

At 1 o'clock in the afternoon Jack
ecama in, brimful of news.  First item,

there was splendid sh to be had
in the whood, and ing, too,
was good: then, he had visited the

young 'Squire, who was a * thunderin,

good fellow,” as Jack expressed it, Iﬂﬁ
thing." He had onl
& tour on the

evening. What did 1 care about fascin-
ating men, when s certain pair of brown
eyes were forever haunting me.

“Ah, me!" thought £; “ how I have
changed. A few short nionths age and
the idea of flirtation would have made
me perk up and jomp for joy, and 1
woukl have done all in my power to
make the country girls green with jeal-
Ousy : but now I don™ seem Lo care one
little bit to become acquainted with this
magnificent Squire.™

At first | thonght I would make some
excuse and not appear at dinner; but
then Geraldine would think it unkind,
|wr3m|m; and, after all, what did it mat-
ter?

Six o'clock struck, and I went todress
for dinner. T hesitated a little asto
what gnrment | should wear, and finally
selected a pale-bloe trimmed wi
blush-roses.  Yes, that would dp—any

thing would do. T did care, the . B
" weo bit as to how [ looked. T a1
thinking about Biarritz ngain, and my

| eves were very bright when I looked in

the glass.

“ Shall 1 ever see him again?" [ anid
to myself; and as I said it something
seemed to whisper * Yea, " and [ felt the
blood msh quickly to my cheeks.

I was dressed  before Geraldine, and

i demurely took my work down to the

drawing-room and seated my little =elf
on the gmber damask sofn. As L did
o, I glanced at my reflection in the op-

wsite mirror, sod T fattered myself
rl::mkwl rather well in my blue cloudy-
looking dress agminst the soft nmber.
My vyes were certainly unusually bril-
liant. As 1 stitched awsy at my em-
broidery, my thoughts once more re-

verted to the time 1 had spent at Biar-
1 u certain

ritz, and more espec
ne\'ur-tmlmlnrgunr d:}.rmi to @ cer-
tain tall figure with broad shoulders
and kind eyes. [ was just recalling
every incident of my adventure, when
the door was suddenly thrown open
and the servant announced * Mr. Wig-
mn.?‘

| rose to meet our guest. [ glanced
for one instant at his face, and my heart
stood still. T moved forwardin & sort of
mist, and dreamily extended my hand.
Was it indeed be, my hero? Were these
the eyes [ rememberand so well—this the
same deep, sweet voice? He looked st
me steadily for 8 moment, and then a
tronbled nxgmiﬂn. half of surprise
and half of disappointment, came over
his face, i p

“Mrs, Temperly, I presume?’ were
the formal qu;Is'which rose to his lips,
and he wok my offered hand.

I mnrmured somet incohevently
to set him right. Happily be e t
the meaning of my words. His face
suddenly lighted up, and coming nearer

to me, e wok my hand once more and
raised it to his lips.

“1 am 50 very we have met
agaln. I never thought to be so fortu-
nate.”

And then Geraldine entered, with
many apologies for being late, snd other

| guests were announced.,

Later on in the evening I confided in

| Jack, who only remarked laconically:

“Then why the dence didn’t the fellow
come to soe us at Biarde e
« Never mind, Jack,” said I; *he is

here now.  And please, dear, don’t
chaff any more about him,'
“All right!” said Juck. “But [

thought you hated rich young men.™
This was Jack’s last bit of sarcasm;
and when, day after day, the °

i

nent, and had net long corse into his | joined us in our rides sand Jdrives, and

property.

‘nt evening  after nnWe

“Ab, Miss Dotl,” said Jack, with a Grange, no one seemed

very knowing look, which he alwa t
on when he means chaff, “now, lg-rpe“ls

but when he actually proposed to me:
the one who sympathized most warmly

ia chanoe for yob—fifteen thonsand a with me in my happiness was my dear-
| You would make a | est friend, Kathleen Pallisser, to whom
little lady of the manor, and | I had confided all my small bit of ro-

we would tow-tow 1o you most delight- | mance. Yes, our remembrance and

fully.*
“ Don’t be silly; Jack,™ I gaid. ina

never mean to
1¥) ; “and Idnlcs'l. Jour Adonises with

mr town to discover and thank my 5 3

iverer, but all to no purpose. Not, = i

:;leudjdhn a clew niln his name, '"'inmn;:m,g lﬂ:p:v’o.mu?hhT
-vﬂmﬁ forgot all about the af- " ugh.

fiuir; bt s did mot I Dot ™ was no| 0%, I hate that langh of Jack’.

longer the same * Dot™ of yore, but |

wandered about like the heroine of o | rentally, *all Lask of
three-volume novel, with the memory | to him to night when

of two brown eyes burned deop into her |
soul. |
Jl.uma'j' and  Febroary were '\rery |

came more reconciled to the lack of

“ Well, my dear child,™ said he

is to be ewil
comes to din-
ner, and put on your smartest gown.”

| buily wne, trying to look serious. 1 ter leaving Biarritz, and

marry’ (this vehement- had been fruitless. To
+ story short, we were married very soon,
| and the Pallisser's girls were my

|

love for each other was mutual.
He had endeavored to find me out af-
all his efforts
make 8
bride-
maids.—English Paper.

—British im tables tell the story
;‘“M'I!l:-y g 1I:rlng a period of
| FOATS, w foreign recei
of y' and salted meat 11 ﬁmﬁ

large as in 1850, three times as many
live cattle, four times as many sheep,

*1 shall do nothing of the sort,™ re- | five times as many swine, six times as

ied L ** Smartest gown, indeed ! What | pyyeh poultey  und and t
S S et

1 rare about young “Squires with times the valte of

tz, and [ be- | large rent-rolls?™

And I left the room with a strong de-

——
A WIFE's pies are never as good as

Lam a desperate tom-boy, and can | amusements in consequence of the ar- | termination not w0 look my best that | mother's.




